THE RIGHT PRICE 





new york - the underworld people 

A visual excursion through the lower depths of New York City's hew Bohemia as 
viewed through the extraordinary camera-eye of photographer JACK SMITH 
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TOURISTS 
AT LARGE 



follies of Americans who go abroad 


said Harry, “I hated it, but I 1 
t, so I said I liked it." car 

“I thought Harry liked it so I didn't dot 





When you hear 
lovely Brenda DeNouf 
read her poetry, 
verse and beauty 
combine to create a 
new form of 
poetic experience 


POET'S II1TERIIIDE 


We first saw brenda de naut in a Greenwich Village coffee- 
house, perched on a bench reading poetry in her oddly musical 
sing-song voice. The poetry, we later learned, was her own and 
spoke of love of life and an acceptance of all human experience, 
whatsoever it might be. Her poetry was beautiful, but so was 
Brenda. So much so, in fact, that we invited her to pose for our 
readers. Brenda agreed, if her poems accompanied her pictures. 
We happily acquiesced and here on these pages is the result — 
the poet at home, captured by the camera’s eye in a moment of 





EI11PTV EVES 

Hide not from 


not there the most 

but in the soul of 
empty eyes 


POET 5 iniERLIIDE 




$fflOr QJSUW 

An irreverent look at life and love by France's most accomplished cartoonistl 


Hailed as one of the best cartoonists of Europe, Sind is best 
known in America for his highly successful French Cat, a trenchant 
and sardonic peek at the feline world. Here, however, is the Sine of 
Paris-Press and L’Express where his cartoons show his unusual ver- 
satility and original way of looking at life. Sine seems to have been in- 
fluenced largely by two American cartoonists: Steinberg and Charles 
Adams. But to these influences he has added a twist that is peculiarly 
his own; and the result is distinctly gallic — often wild, often fantastic, 
but always Sine Qua Non . 







On the beach- 



In Commemoration of Darwin’s Anniversary 


On (he occasion of the hundredth anniversary of the publication of Darwin's ON 
THE ORIGIN OF SPECIES BY MEANS OF NATURAL SELECTION, Sind, 




Fangio was pushing his Maserati to the 

limit, taking corners without braking. 
But to win, he knew he had to go rn c 


by RODNEY WALKERLEY 

A 

§ I way in the distance, two miles up the slate-grey 
road undulating between well-trimmed beech hedges 
against the back-drop of dense pine forest, a twinkling 
dot grew rapidly into the sleek shape of a glistening red 
Maserati and the high-pitched whine of its six-cylinder 
engine rose in volume. As we stood watching from the 
bridge which spans the road at a vicious uphill left-hand 
curve, the car hurtled towards us at 170 m.p.h. At 300 
yards from us, the driver moved slightly to the right, 
lifted his foot for a split second and then rammed it 
down hard. He went past in a blast of sound and a 
fury of elbows working like pistons, jerking the steering 
wheel lock to lock. The Maserati flashed through the 
curve on full-throttle, almost sideways and as steady as 
rock. Then it was gone, away up the hill and became a 
dwindling drone into the distance. The champion, 
Argentina's Juan Manuel Fangio, had completed a 
practice lap on the notorious Nurburg Ring at over 90 
m-P-h. 

We were staggered when we saw the silver 6-litre 16- 
cylindcr Auto Union roaring round the 14 miles of 
mountain roads at 85 m.p.h. twenty years before, and 
that ton of racing car had an engine developing over 
500 horse-power. We had just seen Fangio smash all 
records with a lightweight machine with only 216-litres 
and no supercharger and at least 20 miles an hour 


dennes and Belgium’s frontier. Mile upon mile of tangled 
mountains stretch away as far as the eye can see in 
every direction, opening here and there in gentle valleys 
of farmland won back from the dense forests of oak 
and beech and pine where it is always twilight and still 
on the windiest day. 

| he grandstands, the pits and the paddock stand on 
a wide plateau, some 2,000 ft. above. sea-level, within 
sight of the Gothic ruins of the Nurburg castle on its 
conical hilltop dominating the Ring. The cars swing 
back through a fast, wide banjo-turn after the pits and 
pass the back of the pits before plunging through the 
North Curve and downhill into the forest. Mile after 
mile the road winds left and right, now uphill to a blank 
skyline, now downhill at dizzy speed. Five miles from 
the start there is the famous Fuchsrohr — where the cars 
fly downwards at 1 80 m.p.h. and then hurtle up the far 
side to a right-angle turn at the crest. 

Then comes a long winding descent on the far side 
of the ridge, down and down to the outskirts of the little 
town of Adenau, and in a long, 150 m.p.h. sweeping . 
curve, the cars stream up a long mountain pass, twisting 
and turning through gentle bends and vicious corners, 
up and up (touring cars come down to second gear on I 
the slope) to the remarkable corner of the Karussel. 
This famous turn, where 30,000 spectators cluster on 
race day in that enclosure alone, is almost a complete 
circle on a short radius and here the inner drain; ’ 




















THE ODOR 

India’s greatest tvriter evokes a haunting sense of 
sensuality and love in this strange tale of a man’s 
fateful fascination for a beautiful Ghatana girl. 

B y SAADAT HASAN MANTO 
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JUNK ART 


Here is a preview of a controversial art 
exhibit now touring the nation’s museums 


Though Many of the works in this exhibit appear to be nothing 
more than objects picked up in a dump — and many of them probably 
were — they represent an artistic expression that has its roots in the 
Da Da movement in France during the early 1920s. Most of the works 
in this exhibit, however, are by American artists and are infused with 
the peculiar artistic vigour that has made America the world leader of 
art today. First shown in New York’s Museum of Modern Art, the 
exhibit created a furore. Though many of the thousands of people who 
came to the museum saw nothing more than an elaborate conglomera- 
tion of junk, astute critics hailed it as a barbaric affirmation of art, 
with the artist saying in effect: ’Beauty is in the eye of the beholder 
and those with eyes to see can find its manifestations everywhere.” 



JEAN FOLLET. Untitled (above) is constructed from hardware, 
mirror, rope, etc. on a painted wood base, from the Green Gallery. 

RICHARD STANKIEWICZ. (Above right) He is one of first to 
explore the display possibilities of discarded hardware and other junk, 

JASON SELEY. Masculine Presence dower right), from Barone 
Gallery, is typical of the stainless steel constructions of this artist. 





DEVON 


MAID 


I by JOHN KEATS 


Where be you going, you Devon maid? 

And what have ye there in the basket? 

Ye tight little fairy, just fresh from the dairy, 
Will ye give me some cream if l ask it? 


I love your hills and 1 love your dales, 
And I love your flocks a-hleating; 
But oh, on the heather to lie together, 
W ilh both our hearts a-beating! 


I I’ll put your basket all safe in a nook; 
I Your shawl I’ll hang on a willow; 
r find we will sigh in the daisy’s eye, 

I And kiss bn a gr ass- green 


as -Vi 



BY THE SEA 

by CHARLES JACKSON 


the hoy learned what it might 




HOW TO 
CCEED 

BUSINESS 


WITHOUT 

REALLY TRYING 
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seen hung from a rusted wrought-iron 

"^AUTHENTIC ANTIQUES 
COINS - JEWELRY 

BRITISH-JAMAICAN-SPANISH 
An arrow pointed to a narrow flight 


“Yes, sir?" the man said. He did not 

dry face the color of dead ashes. His 
black hair, turning gray, clung wetly to 
his forehead. The laborious wheeze 
came from his thick lips when he spoke. 













swift glance, and somehow assured her, 


them desperately, and it was then that 
■es narrowed and the dust in the 
shop took on a new and different smell. 

'Two dozen coins, sir? I am willing 
to trade. I am willing to barter." 

H e held the single doubloon in his 
hand and he looked at the glit- 
tering heap of coins and he felt sud- 
denly weak. He began shaking his 

his ears, the dust motes recklessly 

the old man leaning forward and 
wheezing heavily, anxiously awaiting 


in his own nostrils, suffocating him. He 

he dropped the doubloon onto the 
gleaming pile of coins and shoved past 

stop them, and his thick fingers traveled 
the length of Diane's naked arm 
caressingly as she rushed past recoiling 

They stopped on the sidewalk. The 

shook as he fumbled for the cigarettes 
"He recognized us," Diane whis- 


d quickly. 


taking her elbow. Hi: 
meet hers. "He knew wc were tourists.” 


BERGMAN 




clergyman. It was a strictly religious 

t atmosphere left a deep impres- 
on Bergman. The majority of his 


old flat in Upsalla," Bergman recalls. 

table listening to the sunlight that lay 
beneath the gigantically tall windows. 

the measles and was five years old. A 
it always played different waltzes, and 





One Christmas, Ingmar’s older 

projected colored images onto the 
wall. Young Ingmar was fascinated 
by the toy. and set about to find a way 














THE LAST WORD 


Movies 

sirs: I would like to offer a very large 
Hallelujah for William Zinsser’s My 
Adventures in Reel Life. Years ago, 
before I stopped going to the movies, 
I could never figure out why that vague 
feeling of nausea developed when I did 
go. Zinsser made it clear. So I raise my 
glass of Bromo Seltzer to the one per- 
ceptive movie critic in America. 

James R. Fox 
Allentown, Pa. 

sirs: . . . Movies may not be better than 
ever, but judging by Zinsser’s very 
funny article, movie critics certainly 
are. 

Esther Ferguson 
Chicago, 111. 

sirs: . . . Will you please tell me why a 
man spends his life reviewing movies 
when he obviously hates every one of 
them? Isn’t this taking money under 
false pretenses, or at least biting the 
hand that feeds him? 

Albert Andersen 
Dallas, Texas 

The Babe 

sirs: First of all, let me thank you for 
the fine article on Babe Ruth. It’s quite 
true that circumstances led to the 
Babe’s almost unique place in Ameri- 
can legend, but those rough edges the 
author talked about are what we need 
in our country today. We have be- 
come slaves to a vague idea of what 
society wants us to be, and personality 
in the old sense has almost disappeared 
from our public figures. Yes, the Babe 
can still teach us a lesson and not only 
about baseball. 

Harold Friend 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

sirs : . . . A very perceptive article. But 
the author did not d^aw the obvious 
conclusion. In today’s world, the Babe 
would be looked upon as a slob, a bad 


example, an ignoramous, and a fool. 

John Oscar Williams 
Newark, New Jersey 

Excursion in Reality 

sirs: I can’t deny that Evelyn Waugh 
is one of our finest prose writers. His 
Excursion in Reality (SCENE, Febru- 
ary) is a really first-class job. But the 
title is misleading. Should be Excursion 
from Reality. That so-called movie- 
making world that he writes about just 
doesn’t exist. 

James Calder 
Hollywood, Calif. 

sirs: I agree with Jean Shepherd’s in- 
dictment of some of America’s more 
flagrant grotesqueries {He Talks By 
Night, SCENE, February). But his 
cure is worse than the ailment. Shep- 
herd’s extremes are at least as bad as 
the results of the “creeping meatball- 
ism” he fights against. Night people, 
indeed. 

Ada Baumgarten 
Miami, Florida 

sirs: . . . How about the “creeping in- 
fantilism” of some of Shepherd’s own 
comments. I’ve heard him on the air, 
so I know. 

Alan Franklyn 
Bronxville, New York 

Gallic Virtues 

sirs: Vertes has scored again {It’s All 
Mental, SCENE, February). That’s 
the kind of digging I really dig. 

Peter Gardner, Jr. 
Yellow Springs, Ohio 

sirs: We’re all sick, and Vertes is our 
prophet. 

Ron Ordman 
Minneapolis, Minn. 

Weegee 

sirs: Weegee is wonderful (Weegee’s 
Women, SCENE, February).. A genius. 


He’s the only man who can be satirical 
with a camera and bring it off. 

Ben Marthe 
Detroit, Michigan 

sirs: . . . Weegee’s Elizabeth Taylor is 
a gem. I’ve framed it . . . 

Frank Dietrich 
Phoenix, Arizona 

Sympathy 

sirs: Leonora White’s gripes about 
Madison Avenue {Maid on Madison 
Avenue, SCENE, February) strike a 
sympathetic chord here. One of my 
recent jobs called for modeling lingerie. 
The result: a photograph that could 
have been added to your story. 

Yvette Sweeten 
New York, New York 


Yvette may have a gripe, but not us. 
Nor our readers either, we suspect. 

— Editor 
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MORE 

FIVE-CENT 

QUESTIONS 

Here are more questions for 
which we desperately need 
answers , .by STEVE ALLEN 

Ever since steve allen appeared 
on these pages with his Question Man 
jokes, we have been deluged with requests 
for more of the same. Steve is happy to 
oblige. But he insists that you stick to the 
rules of the game. First, read Answer 1, 
then turn the page for the corresponding 
numbered question. Do the same for 
Answers 2, 3, and 4. Ready — let’s play. 

ANSWER 1 

Eli Whitney. 

answer 2 

Igloo. 

ANSWER 3 

A shot in the dark. 

ANSWER 4 

Daisy Mae. j- 


NOW TURN THE PAGE 



HERE ARE THE QUESTIONS FOR THE ANSWERS ON THE PRECEDING PAGE 


1 . Name some cotton- 
pickin’ inventor. 


2. What do you use to keep 
an ig from falling apart? 
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THE RIGHT PRICE BY EVAN HUNTER 
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INSIDE INGMAR BERGMAN 
A SHORT STORY BY CHARLES JACKSON 




CARTOON SATIRE BY SINE 











She was lovely— 
and so were the doubloons. 
It was only a question of. . . 


THE RIGHT PRICE 


by EVAN HUNTER 

^The giant brown pods c it the royai poincianaa were require too mueh energy. He slouehed on the back seat, 

motionless on the still hot air. Like huge, closed straight- squinting his eyes against the sunshine which drenched 

razors, they hung lifelessly from the trees against a sky the interior of the cab, wondering why he was always 
of baked blue enamel. In a few months they would forgetting his sunglasses back at the hotel. He was a tall 

bloom, but they hung in ugly limpness now in a Jamaica thin man with bright blue eyes, startling against his 

forsaken by the trade winds, an island aflame with tanned skin. He wore a white shirt open at the throat 


